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MORE REFORMS WANTED. 


Guardsman. ‘‘I JUST TOLD ONE OF THOSE VOLUNTEER OFFICERS THAT HE MUST NOT COME 
ON PARADE WITH HIS POCKETS UNBUTTONED, AND THE FELLOW HAD THE DEMMED IMPUDENCE 
to say He was sorry HE COULDN'T OBLIGE Mk, BUT 11s CoRPs HADN’T BuTToNs!” 








BY THE BRITANNIA-METAL OCEAN. 
WHIFFSTABLE. 

WHIFFSTABLE is now very gay, and the 
season may be said to have fairly com- 
menced. Thousands arrive by excursion 
trains every day, and the local police 
foree has just been doubled—an undoubted 
sign of prosperity. Unseasonable shell- 
fish is @ good market—crabs being par- 
ticularly strong in the hot sun—whilst 
shrimps are booming, and there is a 
regular “‘ corner ”’ in winkles. 

: DRAINMOUTH-SUPER-MARE. 

This popular resort keeps well abreast 
of the times, and already the new hospital 
for enteric and kindred troubles is nearly 
fall, although August is still far from us. 

steam merry-go-round, with peculiarly 











forceful organ attachment, has, it is cal- 
Silated, doubled the number of excur- 
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sionists and reduced most of the respect- 
able residents toa state of semi-imbecility. 
The Municipal Band is quite obsolete now, 
the steam organ having entirely super- 
seded it. 

SMELLBOROUGH-ON-SEA. 

To the busy brain-worker who requires 
distraction this is one of the choicest of 
Nature’s spots. Most people come out 
into spots after staying here a brief time. 
The Beach Minstrels—a most distinguished 
troupe, who have, it appears, been 
patronised by all the Crowned Heads in 
Europe — play most industriously, one 
might almost say continuously, from 8 A.M. 
until far into the summer night. One or 
two captious visitors have, indeed, sug- 
gested that a weekly half-holiday from 
their unceasing strains should be insti- 
tuted, or that if they must continue like 


— 
it off in front ofthe Deaf and Dumb Asylum 
a outside the town. In addition to this, the 
\ an a Mm { man suffering from brain-fag can go dis- 
| 


tracted—get distraction, that is—over the 
fine selection of barrel-organs, gramo- 
phones and amateur concertina players so 
constantly encountered on parade, beach 
and street. No one can know a dull 
moment in Smellborough. 
St. JUSTBUILT-ON-SEA. 
This rising sea-side resort is now 
rapidly filling. The handles have just 
been affixed to the doors of most of the 
elegant villa residences, which the enter- 
prising firm of JERRY AND SCAMPIT com- 
menced erecting, nearly four weeks ago; 
whilst the heaps of mortar and brickbats 
are to be positively removed from the 
back gardens in the course of the summer. 
A lime tree has been planted in the main 
street, and negotiations have been entered 
into with the Railway Company, to run 
cheap trips from all the manufacturing 
districts within a hundred miles. This 
will make things quite lively. 
’ARRYTOWN. 

The sunshine of yesterday was taken 
full advantage of by the visitors to this 
favourite resort, and the pier and prome- 
nades presented quite an animated ap- 
pearance. ‘ Ticklers’’ are in great re- 
quest, whilst the gay strains of concertina, 
mouth-organ, barrel ditto, and the un- 
trammelled vocal efforts of the tripping 
contingents, as they reel up and down the 
streets, all lend their aid in making one 
sparkling, though erratic, whole. Noless 
than sixty excursion steamers arrive and 
leave daily, and most of their passengers 
land here in the highest of spirits, the 
gentlemen, as often as not, wearing the 
ladies’ hats and vice versa. Roundabouts, 
penny-in-the-slot machines, and whelk 
stalls do a roaring trade, and the fines at 
the police court are almost sufficient to 
keep the Town Band going. 








DIGNITY FOR DOGS. 

Ovuma has great sympathies for the 
canine race. Perhaps the following tab‘e 
of dog-precedence may be useful to the 
talented authoress— 

Dogs that collect money in boxes for 
charitable objects. 

French poodles (naturalised) that know 
a dozen amusing tricks. 

Dogs that play with children and warn 
off burglars. 

Dogs that play with burglars and warr 
off children. 

Dogs that never eat the backs of books 
but are partial to patent leather shoes. 

Dogs that draw the line as to feeding 
nowhere. 

Dogs that are safer in their muzzles 
than out of them. 

Bad dogs. Worse dogs. ; 

Degraded dogs that are no better than 





an eight-day clock, that they should work 


their masters. 
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Baker. 





‘* | SHALL WANT ANOTHER Ha’PENNY. 


BREAD ’s GONE UP To-DAy ” 


Boy. ‘‘ THEN GIVE us ONE oF YESTERDAY'S.” 











THE KNICHT OF PORT D’ARTHUR. 
A Fragment, showing how Sir URSE DE 
BaR-L&-JaP, the Knight of Port 
D' Arthur, found himself in company 
of Sir SoL FLAMBOYANT of the Isles. 
(See Cartoon.) 
THEREWITH Sir SOL FLAMBOYANT of the 
Isles 
Rode armed to break the heathen cap-d-pie. 
For he, of all the knighthood, knew the 
way, 
Having been there, or thereabouts, before, 
And overthrown their strength and made 


an end 

Most inconclusive, seeing there were 
those, 

Unscrupulous, who espoused the weaker 
cause, 


Not moved of chivalry, but with intent 
To spare the spoil thereof against a day 
Whereon the heathen, waxing fat again, 
Should, at the psychologic moment, kick ; 





And they that once espoused the weaker 
cause 

Should sit full heavily upon the same 

(That other standing by) and make it pulp, 

And the inheritance be theirs, not his. 

But they, the heathen, being whole again, 

And waxing fat before the hour was ripe, 

Kicked prematurely, asking no man’s 
leave. 

Thereat the knighthood called aloud to 
arms ; 

But there was none conveniently near, 

Or, being near, that had the wherewithal, 

Save him that having smote them for him- 
self 

And seen his proper guerdon rapt away 

Was like to answer coldly, being in- 
formed 

What chance was his to serve the common 
need. 

Yet—for in that same peril some there 

were : 

His folk by blood and birth, and others still, 





The kin of them whose friendship touched 
him close— 

Forgetful of the hurt his honour had, 

Careless of envy, careful for the law 

Whose silent mandate bids the noble 
knight 

Strike to redress the wrongs—he rose at 
need, 

Summoned his might to swell the avenger’s 
ranks 

(Impotent else to face the whelming odds 

Of half a world in arms), and went to meet 

The Dragon of the great Li-Dragonship, 

For joy of battle, naming no reward. 

So he, Sir SoL FLAMBoyanr of the Isles, 

Rode armed to meet the heathen cap-i-pie. 

But with him rode—for so by Fate’s 

caprice 

These two were linked in outward-seeming 
love— 

Port d’Arthur’s knight, Sir URsE DE Bar- 
LE-JAP, 

Smilingly; but when his fellow looked 
away, 

Watching him under brows of gathered 
hate. 

For he, with other two, for private ends, 

Then when the monster first was under- 
foot, 

Had stood between the victor and his spoil, 

Grudging a neighbour’s gain, and spared 
its life 

And let the Dragon have another chance ; 

And now was sore divided in his heart 

As one that needed aid, but not too 
strong, 

Mistrusting him that lent it ; so he rode 

Smiling ; but, when his fellow looked away, 

Watching him under brows of gathered 
hate. 

Then to himself—‘‘I fear him, bringing 
gifts, 

This foe of, yesterday, my friend to-day, 

My foe to-morrow when the need is past. 

I would his aims were innocent as mine, 

If mine were all that Innocence be- 
lieves.”’ 

But he, Sir Sot FLAMBOYANT of the Isles, 
Though many salient truths occurred t 


him, 

Said nothing audibly, but thought the 
more. 

So they rode on suspicious, each of each. 


O. 8. 








SHAKSPEARIAN’s SocieTy’s NoTE.—There 
are still some excellent meaning person 
who would Bowdlerise SHAKSPEARE. In 
the Midsummer Night’s Dream the name 
of the principal clown they would alter 
to Stern. But how on earth he could be 
any longer comic while remaining Stern 
is “past the wit of man”: “a kind of 
thing,”’ as the late Lord Dundreary used 
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to say, “* that no fellow can understand.” 


Quire CorRECT.—Salmon cheap to-day. 
Fourpence a pound. No deception. Fish | 
weighed in its own scales. 
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SSS———_— 
OMNIA VINCIT AMOR. 
(An American lady of ninety-cight is about to 
he married te a youth of seventy-five. It is said 
to be a case of love at first sigh "Daily Paper.) 


Come hither, maid entrancing, 
Thou fairest of the sex! 

I see the love-light glancing 
Behind thy gold-rimmed specs ; 

I long to have thee near me ; 

Come, sweet-and-ninety, hear me! 

I’m constant—never fear me !— 
Iam no gay Lord Quex. 


Come let us talk together, 
As lovers—Ah! you groan? 
This damp, theumatic weather 
Has chilled you to the bone? 
I know a cure I think’ll, 
Work wonders in a twinkle; 
But thou dost need no wrinkle— 
Thou’st plenty of thine own. 


I, too, have pains infernal, 
That shoot from side to side; 

But love still springs eternal, 
Within the human hide. 

My heart was never shielded, 
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Against the arms you wielded : 
I came, I saw, I yielded, 
My centenarian bride. 





**0, wHe CAN HOLD A Frere In nis Hanp 
BY THINKING ON THE FROSTY Cavoasus?” 


Richard the Second, Act I., Scene 8. 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


“An exceptional occasion,’’ quoth Mr. Punch’s Special 
Messenger, as with a courteous bow he hands to the Baron 
at breakfast-time the first half-yearly volume of 1900, repre- 
senting what, in a certain limited sense, may be described as 
“the first six months of the new departure,’’ which, however, 
for the matter of that, is not absolutely ‘‘ a new departure.”’ 
The Baron emphasizes ‘‘ May be described,’’ seeing that in the 
early days, Mr. Punch had always favoured serials and, the 
Baron mentioning no names, nor dates, nor titles, nor numbers, 
these serials had so mightily prospered in Mr. Punch’s hands 
as to have become ‘‘ familiar as household words.’’ Then Mr. 
Punch was generous ; now he is Javish; and so the extra pages, 
with whatever may fill them—be it stories short, with other 
light material, or stories long, running over the full measure 
and “continued in our next,’’ have become as prominent a 
feature in Mr. Punch’s number as, with all respectful admira- 
tion be it said, is Mr. Punch’s remarkable nose or Mr. Punch’s 
striking countenance. The Baron, who, could he not honestly 
praise, would not have said a word on the subject, hereby begs 
to heartily congratulate Mr. Punch on the first-rate appearance 
of this present volume. It is Punch plus Punch, and, therefore, 
Punchier than ever! The Baron thanked the Presenter, and 
the Deputation then withdrew, leaving the volume in the 
Baron’* hands to study at his leisure. 
q To quote Joe Gargery’s song, in Great Expectations, addressing 
it to Mr. CLEMENT Scott, author of Some Notable Hamlets, 
(GREENING & Co.), the Baron sings with Joe Gargery :—— 

“ With a thump and a sound !—Old Clem! 
Beat it out, Beat it out !—Old Clem! 
Hammer Boys round !—Old Clem!” 

But “Old Clem’’ doesn’t hammer any of ‘the boys,”’ nota bit 
of it; he makes it all smooth for them, and the criticisms are 
beaten out so as to be spread over a fair-sized volume. Years 
hence they will be marvellously useful to some future historian 
of the English stage, who will find how SARAH BERNHARDT, was 


what she did well, and what she did ill, what she overdid, and 
what she omitted tv do. There are plenty of incidental anec- 
dotes wherewith the judge’s summing up, always more or less 
favourable’to the histrion on his trial, is considerably lightened 
for the entertainment of all readers. There is a rather spectral 
likeness of the author on the frontispiece, a funny one of SARAH, 
and a quite remarkable one of HENRY IRVING, with half his face 
blacked. Did he ever play it thus made up? Did he on that 
occasion tamper with the immortal dramatist’s line and say, 
**’Tis not alone my inky face, good mother?’’ Odd. But there 
it is, and, what’s more, according to these ‘‘living pictures,’’ 
WILSON BARRETT did it too! Here’s W. B. with one side of his 
face as black as your ordinary London hat! Is this supposed 
to be ‘‘like his cheek?’’ Let the actor who essays Hamlet 
be certain of ‘‘an honest chronicler as GRIFFITH,’’ i.e. CLEMENT 
Scott, to keep his honour from corruption,’’ and to place him 
on a pedestal in a gallery with Some Notable Hamlets. Will 
Mr. Scott follow it up with a ‘‘ Depreciation,’’ to be entitled 
Some Not Able Hamlets? 

The Footfall of Fate, by Mrs. RIDDELL (WHITE & Co.), may 
possibly remind some elderly readers of Cranford ; that is, in 
its admirable reproduction of the very small talk in a very 
small place, where everybody knows everybody else, and all 
hunger for something new in scandal. Miss Courtland, a 
delightfully natural character, tired of the prosiness of her 
life, unwittingly ‘‘ drops into verse.’’ She says :— 

“ Who probably dress, | Like ADAM and Evz 
If they dress at all, | After the Fall.” 

A discovery that may, perhaps, surprise no one more than the 
author of Miss Courtland’s being, yclept Mrs. RIDDELL. The 
dialogues, which are a trifle protracted and interspersed with 
some fine old stock stories, become somewhat wearisome to the 
reader eager to penetrate the secret. The surprise, however, 
comes in artistically just towards the finish. Verb sap. 

THE BARON DE B.-W. 





‘* Fas EST AB HOSTE DOCERI.’’—Read MICHAEL DAVITT’s personal 





“imaginative, electrical and poetical;’’ he will also learn 








notes on the Boer Commander-in-chief in Freeman’s Journal. 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 


Saturday, July 7.—Memor- 
able for the return of JEAN 
DE RESZKE with his voice, 
and for the conducting of 
Lohengrin by M. Emit Paur, 
his first appearance in this 
most responsible part. Can 
he conduct? Can’t he!! 
**Oh no, not at all; not 
neither!’’ as Mr. Bailey, 
Junior, might most emphati- 
cally have expressed it. 
Emit PauR—‘‘ more Paur to 
his elbow’’! (though truth 
to tell, he requires no 
strengthening) makes the 
conducting of Lohengrin a 
violently physical and musi-. 
cal exercise. Doesn’t he pop up in the air, with the sudden 
energy of a jack-in-the-box, in order to shake his baton at the 
singer, or singers, as he spots the parties then and there, and 
brings ’em up to time, or it may be back to tune? And, then, 
doesn’t he with marvellous rapidity disappear from our gaze 
entirely, utterly, as though he had never been, having appar- 
ently dived down head foremost into the orchestra, to come up 
again to the surface, retrieving, perhaps, some lost notes or 
dropped tempi, as a diver brings up chalk eggs from the depths 
of the stream? Doesn ’t he play the fingers of his left hand on, 
as it were, the heads of such of his orchestra as are within 
mesmeric touch? Does he not rise to the occasion, dance to it, 
and shake all over with impassioned fervour as he seems at one 
time to cajole, at another to implore, at another to threaten or 
imperiously command? ‘‘ Now, then, all together—principals, 
ladies and gentlemen of the chorus! Forward!!’’ That’s ig! 
Ab, M. Emit Paur knows how to worry WAGNER! It’s a grand 
sight to see Emi, Paur conducting Lohengrin! Et apres? 
When all has gone well, when the final stupendous effort has 
been crowned with success, when the tempi-rature has gradually 
dropped to normal, then to see him sink down, mopping the 
inspiration PAuR-ing from his noble brow, smiling, modest, 
silent, satisfied, content! Then he effaces himself. ‘‘ PAUR’s 
off!’’ Congratulations to the Orchestra if, henceforth, for 
Lohengrin they can truthfully say, ‘‘ The PAUR we have always 
with us! ’’<gEDWARD DE RESZKE was a magnificent King, Miss 
EDYTH WALKER a slight but vicious Ortrud (quite a Becky Sharp) 
and Frau GADsKI, as Elsa, a very fine maiden who would evidently 
have given anything for a quiet life, had she been permitted to 
make her own choice. Personally, I have never so thoroughly 
appreciated Lohengrin as to-night. And this, as one may fairly 
believe, is mainly due to Conductor PAUR. 

Monday (July 9) is always more or less of an off-night. The 
Saturday-till-Monday people are tired, and some have extension 
of leave till Tuesday morning.. Then the sudden outbreak of 
fine weather is pour quelque chose. Thus it happens that Frau 
GADSKI, kindly undertaking the réle of Elizabeth, owing to the 
indisposition of Friiulein TERNINA, and doing it uncommonly 
well, and SUSAN STRONG, putting all her strength into Venus, 
appeal to a Poor House! which sounds like a very distressful 
state of affairs. Yet not much poverty in this House, poor 
though it may be, if you just look around and sample the 
brilliants. ‘‘Rich and rare are the gems they wear.’’ M. 
IMBART DE LA TouR a good Tannhduser, but not altogether de la 
tour de force. PLANGON ‘‘ always the same,’’ as Darby was to his 
old wife Joan. Herr BERTRAM, as Wolfram, in excellent voice, 
and Emit Paur keeping up his prestige asa lightning conductor", 
but not quite so flashingly as when he led the Lohengrin 
battalion. 








| 





Thursday.—Puccini’s La Tosca produced. N otice deferred 
until after a second performance. En attendant, Puccrnt seems 
to have scored an opera and a success. 








THE PRIVATE MEMBER. 

[According to the Express, a number of privates are to be run as candi. 
dates at the next General Election.] " 
CoME hither, Tommy Atkinses ; console me, if you can! 
I’ve been a private; now, alas! I ama public man. 

I’ve fought a fresh opponent, and I’ve given him a beating ; 
But now, instead of meeting Boers, I only bore a meeting. 


Of course, it sounds delightful ; yet life still hath got its rubs: 
I once was clubbed with rifles, now I’m rifled with these clubs ; 
Instead of raising funds for me, as used to be their way, 
Constituents all look to me to do the ‘‘ pay, pay, pay.” 


They think, as I’m a soldier, when they stretch their greedy 
palms, , 

It is simplicity itself to me—presenting alms ; 

They harass me by night and day; it seems to be their view, 

As I’ve been taught to stand at ease, I’ll stand a teasing too. 


They write to me for cheques and add anticipating thanks; 
The only checks I ever had were on Tugela banks, 

And these must have been broken by the run on them, I fear; 
Those checks were never honoured by the people over here. 


Then, too, my colleagues look askance. 
high 

When I was in the ranks, but now a rank outsider I. 

Ah me! I mourn those happy days that long have taken flight, 

For though we then were drilled all day, we were not bored all 
night. 


I held my head u; 








“OWING TO THE WAR.” 

IN consequence of the military manoeuvres in South Africa, 
strawberries are twopence a pound dearer than they have been 
for twenty years. The price of charwomen has risen threepence 
a day. The blind beggars of Regent Street have refused to 
accept coppers. English lamb has been sold as New Zealand 
mutton. Ladies of the chorus have demanded two shillings a 
week extra money for postage expenses. The coalowncrs have 
resolved to make their wares dearer than ever. The Marquis 
of LONDONDERRY has become Postmaster-General. A general 
rise in railway ratesis anticipated. Patriotic songsters are ata 
premium. The London County Council proposes running Tram- 
cars to Hampstead Heath. Visitors to the Paris Exhibition are 
being provided with all the obsolete coinage of the past 
century. 








‘“*TELL ME HOW TO WOO.”’ 


** You’VE only to ask, to have.’’ Hard task! 
‘*T’ve only to’’—that is the crux—‘ to ask!” 
How do you do it ?—and when, or where ? 

At table—piano? By window—by chair ? 

Riding, or walking, or sitting, or standing ? 

Out ’o doors? Indoors? On stairs or on landing? 
Tell me. I’m thankful for any suggestion 

That may just assist me in ‘*‘ popping the question.’ 








To INTENDING TouRISTs.—‘‘ Where shall we go?’’ All depends 
on the “coin of ’vantage.’’ Switzerland? Question of money. 
Motto.—*‘ Point d'argent point de Suisse.’’ 





A Caution.—‘‘ The Photographic Convention’’ will do most 
useful work, but it must beware of producing only conven- 
tiona] photographs. 





Army CHAILAINS.—Wouldn’t they be all doubly serviecable 


| in time of war if they were all canons? 
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A NAVAL ESTIMATE. 


‘*LooK HERE, MisTER! I DON’T BELIEVE ALL THESE YARNS ABOUT OUR NAvy; 


FROM Yov THAT oUR SHIPS CAN BE DEPENDED ON.’ 


pct I sHOULD LIKE TO KNOW 


Mr. Punch. 


Lor, BLEss you, Sir! You ‘VE NO CALL TO WoRRY! THEY'RE ALL RIGHT, AND Lors oF Eu!” 


Coastguard Goschen. * 
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First Boy. ‘‘Can FisHEs TASTE, GEORGIE?” 


Second Boy. *‘1 sHOULDN’T THINK so, OR THEY WOULDN’T EAT Worms!” 








THE SIX SHOPKEEPERS. 


ONCE upon a time there was a queer old customer whose 
name was CHINA. And there were six Shopkeepers—all very 
smart and pushing and go-ahead people—competing for old 
CuHINa’s custom. They called regularly at his door for orders, 
and refused to go away without them, and some of them in- 
sisted on supplying him with articles which he did not really 
require, but which they considered he ought to have, such as 
opium, and doctrines, and things. 

Sometimes CHINA objected, and tried to shut his door in their 
faces; but, as the six Shopkeepers always armed their repre- 
sentatives with revolvers, and Old CHINa’s sons, though 
numerous, had no other weapons but pop-guns and bows and 
arrows, it always ended in his paying their little bills, under 
protest. 

Next door to him lived another Oriental gentleman whose 
name was Mr. JAPAN. Mr. JAPAN was small, but highly intelli- 
gent and progressive. He realised that the ideas and habits 
of the six Shopkeepers were far more enlightened and civilised 
than his own, and he soon dealt with them for everything. 
His very clothes were bought at their stores, and it is said 
that he even made inquiries as to which were the most com- 
fortable sittings for a Japanese constitution in the various 
churches and chapels which the Shopkeepers attended. 

Now, one day Mr. JAPAN and Old CHINA quarrelled across the 
garden wall, and all the Shopkeepers were sincerely sorry for 
poor little Mr. JAPAN, because it happened that they had lately 
—merely in the way of business—sent Old Curna in several 
capital pea-rifles at store prices. 

Unfortunately Old Cutna had a fixed idea that the natural 
ammunition for a pea-rifle was peas, and that the proper way to 





clean firearms was to pour a cup of cold tea down the barrel, 
So that he didn’t hurt Japan particularly, while Mr. Japan 
drove him and his family indoors and smashed all his windows ; 
for Mr. JAPAN was clever enough to use real bullets in his rifle, 
and he actually threatened to break into the house, and smash 
Mr. Cutna’s best crockery. 

JAPAN’S notion was to make an arch in the party-wall between 
the two houses, so that he could use Old CHINA’s ground-floor 
whenever he liked, and leave Old Carina and his family the 
basement or the attics, where they would give little or no trouble 
to anybody. 

But the majority of the Shopkeepers didn’t like the arrange- 
ment at all. Mr. CHINA was one of their best and oldest 
customers, and it shocked them to think of his domestic 
privacy being invaded, and his household gods threatened by 
a little whippersnapper like Mr. JAPAN. 

Besides, it was clear that poor Old CHINA was breaking up 
fast, and most of the Shopkeepers were privately considering 
how his house (which was exceedingly roomy and convenient) 
might best be converted into a general store. However, they 
said nothing of these dreams to one another, and sternly 
ordered Mr. JAPAN to respect the integrity of Old CHINA, to 
keep inside his own dwelling, and not to fire across the garden 
wall any more, on pain of their displeasure. 

So Mr. JAPAN obeyed, feeling that they were better educated 








than himself and probably knew best. 

Now the six Shopkeepers, being deeply concerned about | 
CHINA, and afraid that JaPAN might have another go at him 
before they were ready themselves, instructed their repre 
sentatives to point out to their old customer the folly of being 
so behind the times. They assured him that peas were quite 
obsolete as serious projectiles, and invited his attention to 
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their cheap lines of defensive weapons 
and ammunition. More than this, they 
threw in instruction gratis, so that Old 
Cana and his numerous cbildren could 
fire the guns without blowing their fingers 
off with too dangerous frequency. 

And Old CHINA, though a sleepy, Ccn- 
servative old person who only wanted to 
be left alone, was now fully alive to his 
danger, and gave some capital orders, out 


of which most of the six Shopkeepers | 
made a handsome profit, while they had | 


the gratifying reflection that they were 
assisting the spread of civilization. 

Soon, as it became clearer than ever 
that poor Old CHINA was too feeble to 
keep his own house in order, the six 
Shopkeepers very kindly (for it was not 
strictly in their line of business) arranged 
to do it for him, each firm to undertake 
a particular set of rooms. 

But here a difficulty arose, because 
every Shopkeeper wanted the best rooms 
for himself, and they couldn’t agree which 
should have which, or whether their doors 
should be open or closed to one another. 

Somehow Old CHINA managed to bear of 
these disputes, which were not exactly 
conducted in a whisper, and he mentioned 
the matter to his sons, who attacked all 
the representatives of the firms they could 
find in the house and forced them to barri- 
cade themselves in a cupboard. 

Nothing could have been a greater 
surprise to the Shopkeepers, who had 
never imagined for a single moment that 
Old Mr. CHINA could possibly be annoyed 
by,such a trifle, and were quite unpre- 
pared at first to take any steps to rescue 
the prisoners. Of course there was Mr. 
JAPAN next door, who had got the better 
of his neighbour before, and who was quite 
ready now to get over the wall and compel 
Old CHINA to set his captives free. 

But one or two of the Shopkeepers didn’t 
care to be under an obligation to Mr. 
JAPAN, and were afraid that he might 
charge too heavily for his services. Be- 
sides, if he once got into Mr. CHINA’s 
house, he might. stay there—and then 
none of them would be able to make it 
into a branch establishment for himself. 

So they determined to have nothing to 
do with Mr. Jaran, but go in procession 
to Old CHINA themselves, and insist on his 
ordering his family to behave themselves 
and release the prisoners. 

But, naturally, there were many things 
to be settled first. ‘Should they go in 
single file, or two by two, or how, and 
which should head the procession ? Should 
they make it a personal grievance with 
Old Cuina, or should they explain that 
the quarrel was only with his sons? 
Should the spokesman be the nearest 
neighbour, the oldest established firm, or 
the firm which had the largest orders? 
And when they got inside the house, what 
were they to do next ? 

All these points had to be carefully 





Sarah (to Sal). *‘ Lon! ain’? 


*% "ANDY WITH ‘Is Fert!” 








argued out, which, as they were all keen 
men of business, took time, and, finding 
they could not arrive at any agreement, 
they decided to go in first and quarrel 
about it afterwards. 

Well, they got to the gates and had 
pulled doyn some of the railings, to show 
that they were not to be trifled with, 
when, to their horror and dismay, they 
saw at each of the windows one of Old 
CHINA’S sons covering them with a 
breechloader of the newest pattern! One 
of the Shopkeepers happened to know that 
the breechloaders were deadly, because 
he had supplied them himself and, being 
a conscientious person, had furnished a 
first-rate article at very little more than 
he would have charged a European cus- 
tomer. Another had equally good reasons | 





for believing that the ammunition was 
of the best quality, while a third had 
taught the young Chinamen so ably that 
they were now very fair marksmen indeed. 

So the six Shopkeepers retired to their 
several backparlours and talked it over 
once more, and, at last, they agreed that 
—at any expense to their dignity—they 
must invite Mr. JAPAN to join them. 

Mr. JAPAN, who was much too sensible 
to remember old scores, readily agreed ; 
and, at last, they all started once more, 
and this time they were really determined 
to sink their respective differences and 
work together witha will. Andthen... 

(Mr. Punch must leave the Powers te 
finish this story for themselves—and he 
only hopes they may find it possible to 
make it end happily.) 
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SPEECHES TO BE LIVED DOWN. 


Mr. Marsh. “‘1’vVk JUST HAD QUITE A LONG CHAT WITH YOUR THREE CHARMING LITTLE Griris, Mrs. Roope.” 
I HAVE NO CHILDREN.” 
ARE YOU SURE?” 


Mrs. Roope. ‘‘ Not Ming, .Mr. Marsa. 
Mr. Marsh (very surprised). ‘‘ No Cutt——. 
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THE PUBLISHER. 
(A Suppositious Study in Contrasts.) 


TIME—Spring, 1900. ScENE—Publisher’s sanctum. 


Publisher (addressing distinguished Poet). Very sorry. Your 
last volume is really splendid. But it’s impossible to accept it. 
You haven’t any martial verse, I suppose — something about 
drums and Tommy—eh? Only some silly lines you wrote for a 
smoker, you say. Capital! the very thing. What! Absolute 
doggerel. Ashamed to sign them? Nonsense. We’ll print a 
first edition of half-a-million copies. You won’thaveit! Well, 
don’t be rash. Think it over. 

[Exit D. P. Enter a distinguished Novelist. 

Publisher (addressing D. N.). Extremely regret I must decline 
your last novel. Quite agree with my Reader that it’s a 
masterpiece. Shows genius and all that sort of thing. Un- 
fortunately, you don’t refer to the War in South Africa, and the 
word ‘‘ khaki’’ isn’t even mentioned. Now, if you could have 
transplanted the story—you won’t? Well, if you will fly inthe 
face of Providence !—Good day. 

[Exit D. N. Enter a War Correspondent to the Daily Trumpet. 

Publisher (addressing W. C. D. T.) Ah! that account of yours, 
dealing with the siege of Ladyking is admirable. The fact that 
it has no literary merit doesn’t matter in the least. I’m glad 
you've mentioned the fact that it knocks the siege of Lucknow, 
and, in short, all other sieges in the world’s history into a 
cocked hat. By-the-way, turn the five hundred pages into a 
thousand, will you? Yes, we’re binding it in khaki, and hope 
to sell at least twenty editions. 





TIME—A few months later. SCENE—The same. 

Publisher (addressing D. P). Your poems are first-class. 
There’s only one thing. Could you omit that small martial 
ballad? You see, the public have been so dosed with war 
poems that anything— About the Trojan war, you say! Yes, 
but people are so silly, they're sure to think that Troy is in the 
Transvaal. Well, think it over. {Exit D. P. Enter a D.N. 
Publisher (addressing D.N.) Your novel is very fine. Only one 
point to raise. It’s this: the hero shoots the villain. Now 
shooting is too suggestive of war-fare, and the public have 
been so dosed with war stories that—Eh? An essential part of 

the plot. Sorry, but can’t risk it. Well, think it over. 
[Exit D.N. EnteraW.C.D.T 
Publisher (addressing W. C. D. T.) Couldn’t possibly print 
another volume. Look here. (Throws open door, disclosing a 
room packed from floor to ceiling with books.) Those are books on 
the war. So (grimly) don’t think I can well venture again. 
Good day. [Scene closes in. 








WELL ExPRESSED.—Sketch had a picture last week represent: 
ing ‘‘ Group taken during one of Sir BENJAMIN BABER’S visits to 
JOHN AIRD’s Big Dam Works at Assouan.’’ It’s a polite way of 
putting it, of course. ‘‘The Big Big D,’”’ within a couple of 
years’ time, will be in every one’s mouth. 





River GAMBLING.—“ Punting,”’ says the Daily News, “has 
become a very fashionable form of amusement on the Upper 
Thames.”’ So it is at Monte Carlo. Punting is given up by all 
who find themselves in hovelessly low water. 
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THE BOER DELEGATES. 
ScenE—The Ministry of Foreign Affairs, 
Paris. M. DELCASSE at his writing- 
table. Secretary awaiting instruc- 
tions. 

M. Delcassé. Les délégués boers? Ah, 
e’est embétant! Que faire? Eh bien, il 
faut leur dire des choses banales, 2 la 
mode de MACKINLEY. Vue sur le Poto- 
C’est ca. Faites entrer. 

Enter the Delegates. 

M. Del. Enchanté, chers messieurs. 
Veuillez vous asseoir. Vous parlez fran- 
gais ? 

Mr. Fischer. Neen. I speak English. 

M. Del. Perfectly. What beautiful 
time! How finds you Paris ? 

Mr. F. We wish to ask your assist- 
ance 

M. Del. To visit the Exposition? With 
the most great pleasure. I give you three 
tickets of entrance. 

Mr. F. No, no. 
Republic—— 

M. Del. Ah, I have seed your Pavillon, 
so charming, and your farm—— 

Mr. F. Desires to know the views 

M. Del. Ah, you are amateurs of views! 
How finds you this view on the Seine? 
As beautiful that the view on the Poto- 
mac ? ; 

Mr. F. Oh, yes. But the South African 
Republic, while there is yet time—— 

M. Del. Ah, cher monsieur! You speaks 
of the time, and I recall myself that it is 
the hour of the Council. I must render 
myself to the Elysium. I am desolated. 
Au revoir, a tantét! [Exeunt Delegates. 
SceNE.—The Hotel de Ville, Paris. Pré- 

sident du Conseil Municipal, and 
Councillors. - 

President. J’ai appris quelques petites 
phrases. Ah, voil’ nos chers amis. IIs 
n’ont pas l’air trés distingué, hein? 

Enter the Delegates. 

Pres. Goeden morgen, mijnhecr. 

Mr. Fischer. Bon matin, mon monsieur. 

Pres. Ik—ik—Diable, je ne sais pas le 
mot! Ik parle hollandsch. 

Mr. F. Et je frangais. 

Pres. Il faut essayer le discours en 
hollandais. C’est terrible. Allons donc! 
Wij, de conseillers municipaux van Paris, 
wij—wij—en effet, wij—ah, sapristi, je 
l’ai oublié! Mais vous parlez frangais ? 

Mr. F. Je? Non. Parlez hollandais ? 

Pres. Pas du tout. 

Mr. F. I speak English. 

Pres. And me also. I have learned him 
at the school. 

Mr. F. Then we can speak it. 

Pres. Comment? Vous désirez——you 
desire to speak the language of Sir RHODES, 
of Sir CHAMBERLAIN, and of the others 
bandits of Over Sleeve? 

Mr. F. I do not quite understand. Why 
not speak English? It is the 
language we both know. 
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Cyril (aged five). ‘‘I “SHALL NEVER GET MARRIED, Mamma!” 
Mamma. ‘‘ But I THOUGHT YOU WERE sO FOND OF ETHEL?” 
Cyril. ‘*YEs; BuT SHE BELIEVES IN FAIRIES, AND I pon'T!” 





Pres. Jamais de la vie! Président du 
Conseil Municipal de Paris, est-ce que je 
parle la langue des brigands de Fachoda ? 
Impossible! Non, cher monsieur, mille 
fois non! Mais je vais vous dire en 
frangais que la France désire témoigner 
sa plus vive sympathie, que l’heroisme de 
vos compatriotes est digne de—de—en 
effet, de l’admiration du Conseil Munici- 
pal de Paris, c’est & dire, de la France, et 
je vous serre la main, nobles représentants 
d’un vaillant peuple, luttant contre |’in- 
fame rapacité des tyrans britanniques, en 
vous priant d’agréer l’assurance des mes 
sentiments—c’est & dire, de nos plus 
chaleureuses félicitations, en vous offrant, 
au nom du Conseil Municipal de Paris, en 
effet, de la France—nous sommes la France 
—ce verre d’orangeade. Vivent les Boers! 


Mr. F. I don’t understand a word. 
comprends non. 
Pres. Tant pis! Au revoir! 


Curtain. 


Je 








Writ IN ERrRoR.—Sir FRANCIS JEUNE 
has rightly protested against the asper- 
sions cast by the Guardian on the reporters 
in the Divorce Court and for which full 
apologies have been made. Was the 
writer a special co-respondent ? 





NOTE BY A CHINESE PCLITICIAN.—He who 
scratches a Briton finds the Tar-tar. 








THE BEST DE WFETT BLANKET.—TheC.1.V. 
covering. 
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AMENITIES OF THE ROAD. 


Robert. ‘‘ Now THEN, FovuR-wWHEELER, WHY COULDN'T YOU PULL UP SOONER ? 


Dripn’t you sEE ME ’oLp up my ’AND?” 
Cabby (swavely). ‘‘ WELL, ConsTABLE, I DID SEE A KIND OF SHADDER PASS ACRORST THE SKY; BUT MY ’ORSE ’E SHIED AT Your FEET! 








NINEPENCE. 


(** Ninepence will give a child a day in the 
country.”"—Fresh Air Fund, Henrietta Street, 
W.C.) 


NINEPENCE ! 

It’s a orful lot o’ money, don’t yer see ? 
An’ I ain't a-got no friend 

Wot is likely fer to spend 

Sich a thumpin’ sum o’ money upon me. 


The country !— 

They tells me, them as went there wiv 
the treat, 

That theer ’s grors as green as cheese, 

Wot yer walks on if yer please, 

An’ the birds is 'oppin’ rahnd 

In the trees an’ on the grahnd— 

Not in ciges wot they ‘as in our back street. 

Then theer 's flahrs, they tell me, wot’s 

Growin’ wild, an’ not in pots, 

Dysies, buttercups they finds, 

And theer ain’t nobody minds 

Though they sets to work and picks 
‘em, 

Yus, they actially nicks ‘em, 





An’ theer ain’t no bloomin’ copper never 
comes along an’ licks ‘em. 





In course I knows they’re kiddin’ me. 
I ain't not quite so green 

As ter swaller all them yarns o’ theirs 

as if they ’re Gospel true ; 

But I’d like ter see a bit o’ wot them 
other chaps ‘as seen, 

An’, s’elp me, if I’d ninepence, don’t 

I know wot I would do? 








KINDNESS-TO-ANIMALS POEMS. 
II.—THE HIPPOPOTAMUS. 


THERE is a beast which seldom makes 
A great amount of fuss ; 

He lives in rivers, ponds, or lakes— 
The hippopotamus. 


Now let me give a warning word 
To little children, who 

May think the creature too absurd, 
When visiting the Zoo. 


Although his rind is rather thick, 
His love you will not win 
Tf vou should beat him with a stick 





or prick him with a pin. 


weather. 


So gently pat him on the head 
And do not pull his tail, 

He may on peppermints be fed, 
Or buns, if they are stale. 


If new the buns that you have bought, 
They need not make him ill, 

For indigestion you may thwart 
By giving him a pill. 


Admire his extra-massive jaw, 
His little twinkling eyes, 
When into his capacious maw 
You empty your supplies. 


If you can see the creature blames 
His keeper or his luck, 

Try calling him endearing names 
An ‘‘angel”’ or a ‘‘duck.”’ 





And he will love you (well he may!) 
With love that does not cloy, 

And all your life will fleet away 
In happiness and joy. 








ANY BUT A Tonic Sot-Fa.—The tropical 
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JAPAN. 
Russia (aside). 
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TO PEKIN! 


**] DO TIOPE HIS MOTIVES ARE AS DISINTERESTED AS MINE!’ 


‘*EN AVANT!”’ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. | 
| BxrRacTED FROM THE Drary oF Tosy, M.P. 
House of Commons, Monday night, July 9. | 
_« When I die,’’ said RITcHIk, trying to | 
look as like the late Queen MARY as 





THE SPRAT 


on my heart.”’ 

This, of course, a hyperbole. But Sprats 
play part in disturbing 
digestion of President of Board of Trade. 
|Last year he brought in Bill designed to 
preserve the precious lives of juvenile 
fish. 
and Cap’en TOMMY BOWLES took objection. 
Succeeded in so obstructing measure that 
\it was dropped. RITCHIE lay low and 
said nuffin. Acceptance of defeat only 
apparent. Measure of last year known as 
|“ Undersized Fish Bill.’’ On early day in 
present Session, RITCHIE strolled in with 
| look of superhuman innocence on his face, 
bringing with him what he called a 
“Fisheries Regulation Bill.’’ 

For a time all went well. Leave given 
to introduce and print it. Then came 
thunderclap. The Cap’EN, casually turn- 
Ing over leaves with mailed fist, thought 
|he had somewhere seen something like 
the operative clause. On closer inspec- 
tion, discovered the pious fraud. 

Fisheries Regulation Bill nothing more 
than Undersized Fish Bill, with its tail 
| Painted and the fins slightly twisted. 
| ToMMyY tipped the wink to JemMy, and 
| the Sprats were in the frying pan. Fishery 
Regulations Bill no forrader at this ad- 
Yaneed period of session than was the 


considerable 








AND THE 
Or, THE Botp BeHAviour OF AN “‘ UNDERSIZED Fisu.”’ 
(Cap’en T-mmy B-wl-s and Mr. R-tch-e.) 


possible, “‘ you will find Sprats engraved | figure of Tommy to the Leviathan unsus- 


For occult reasons, JEMMY LOWTHER | 


Undersized Fish Bill at same time last |on Ministerial benches. Anxious to get 
year. Observing JEMMY LOWTHER egging | the Companies Bill through Committee, 
the CAPTAIN on to-night I asked him what | he moved innocent-looking motion giving 
he was doing. Grand Committee on Trade permission to 

‘“‘I’m throwing a sprat to catch a sit every day, and, if it pleased, all day. 
whale,” he said, glancing from the trim | With thermometer at 85 in the shade, this 
too much even for Members accustomed 
to sacrifice themselves on altar of duty, 
i, GALLOWAY led the attack. That Cap’en 
TomMy should seize opportunity of stick- 
ing pins in fresh places on author of 
Undersized Fish Bill a matter of course. 
More scrious was interposition of the 
Blameless BARTLEY, with pained inquiry 


iN as to whether a member of a Grand Com- 
My \ mittee, other than the Chairman, might 
Mi ) submit such motion ? 
Wh " As the storm spread, Rircute—his heart 
i yy s lacerated, so to speak, with the razor- 
4, Hy E edged bones of Sprats and other under- 
Wi | : sized fish—sat on Treasury Bench with 
Yin | - air and attitude of an Early Martyr. The 
whole thing quite unexpected. Had con- 


sulted Clerk at Table, who provided him 
with copy of Resolution usual in such 
circumstances; moved it, with this disas- 
trous result. 

If he persisted, a division would show 
some awkward figures. To withdraw the 
motion would be an act of surrender, 
following too closely on PRINCE ARTHUR’S 
capitulation in matter of War Hospital 
Committee. Finally whittled motion down 
till it became quite undersized ; as such 
passed through the sieve of discontent on 
back benches. 

Pretty to see AKERS-DOUCLAS instine- 
tively feel in his pocket for his foot-rule, 
with impulse to measure the truncated 
resolution, as if it were a sprat or 
whitebait. 


WHALE; 


piciously reclining on Treasury Bench. 

Up got the Cap’EN and asked Presi- 
dent of Board of Trade if he was in 
a position to state approximately how 
many Sprats there are in the sea between 
the Needles and Lands End? RITCHIE 
said the Question was one that evidently 
| required notice. SPEAKER sustaining this 
objection, JEMMY and the CAP’EN subsided ; 
only temporarily. 

Meanwhile, Select Committee engaged 
|in investigating the whole question. Easy 
\to know what room they occupy by 
| flavour of Billingsgate that pervades the 
passage. RITCHIE has come to hate the} 
|whole business. Curious how interest | 
grows upon one. To see the President | 
‘of Board of Trade and the First Com-| 
|missioner of Works (neither under-| 
| sized) on their knees over a basket of | 
Sprats with a foot-rule in hand, engrossed 
lin measuring contents, you would think 
| their personal fortunes and the existence 

of the Ministry depen:led upon exactitude. 
| Business done.—House sat till daylight 
did appear, driving Irish Tithes Bill 
| through. 

| Tuesday.—Troubles never come singly. 
RITCHIE having yesterday sorely suffered 
for the sake of small fish, to-day finds 
himself made occasion cf serious revolt 


a 


Such is the force of habit. 




















Looking on the ‘‘ Brightside ” of Parliament. 
(Mr. M-dd-s-n prefers legielation to garden par'ies. , 
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Business done.—Agricultural Holdings In manger of doughté Water Lone garded with despair prospect of osier-bed 


sill considered on Report stage. 


Thursday.—Met the Dook or DEVONSHIRE 
mong the brilliant throng at Lady 
3ASSOON’S party in Park Lane to-night. 

‘*Heard about the revolt against the ay 
Government ?’’ I asked. 

‘*In the Lords, do you mean ?’’ the Dook 
said, beginning to yawn. 

That, of late, such common occurrence 
as to be monotonous. Peculiarly trying 
to temperament so sensitive to boredom 
as is the Dook’s. Regarded matter more 
seriously when he learned that mutiny 


With Percy rode 


broken out among young bloods of the 
party in the Commons. 

HuGu Ceci, a modern PRINCE HENRY, 
was at the bottom of this well-concerted 
attempt to snatch the crown from the 
sovereign head of his sleeping Father. 
Agricultural Holdings Bill proposes to 
give tenant privilege of allotting three 
acres of his holding to the making of 
garden, orchard, and osier-bed. 

Earl Percy, fresh from Chevy Chase, 
led the attack. As it is written in 
SARK'S private edition of the Reliques: 

The Persé owt of Northombarlande, 
And a vowe to God mayd he, 


And all that with him be. 


made in front of the Bank, E.C.; Beragu, 
PRETYMAN, a very | who hoped that, at least, Ministerial Whips 


pretty speaker; that high agricultural] wouldn’t be put on to coerce his young 
authority Squire VICARY GIBBS, who re-|friends; LAURENCE HARDY, whose old. 


world park in Kent is hospitably open to 
wayfarers ; and HUGH CECIL, the exquisite 
phrasing of whose short speech was as 
good as anything his father, the MaRKIss, 
ever did. 

WALTER LONG, in charge of Bill, sat up- 
vesponsive on Treasury Bench. It was a 
visky situation. If Opposition were to 
pull their forces together and fling them 
into division lobby with Ministerial mal- 
| contents there was possibility of Govern- 
|ment being defeated. That sort of am- 
|bush common enough in Fourth Party 
days. Out of fashion now. When divi- 
sion bell rang Opposition to a man went 
out to save the Government, Mr. Fiavin 
walking shoulder to shoulder with Prince 
ARTHUR, Mr. PATRICK O'BRIEN, going 
slightly ahead of HANBURY, as sometimes 
on calm days in the Channel one sees 
afar a bustling tug towing a stately 
three-master. 





Business done.—Agricultural Holdings 
Bill passed Report Stage. Hal? a hundred 


That he wolde oust from Holdings Bill ‘4 definite matter of urgent public importance.’ | young Tories representing landed interest 





These very acres three, (Sir Th-m-s 





Es.n-nde.) mutiny. 








“WHERE TO GO.” 
No. I. 

DEAR Mk. PuNCH,—That awful question again crops up at 
this time of the year, namely, ‘‘ Where to go”’ for one’s holiday, 
and I am writing this letter to you hoping to get your valuable 
advice on the subject. Curiously enough, many of the sea-side 
resorts that I like my wife has a loathing for. I am sure this 
difference of opinion must be the exception to the rule of 
married life. So, as we found it difficult to agree on the places 
we had previously visited, my wife suggested that we should 
explore new ground, and, for a change, try the Norfolk Coast. 
So it was decided that I should take my bicycle, and ride from 
one place to another, staying at cheap, old-fashioned inns, 
which would be a far greater saving of money than if we all 
went together to search. I may mention that things not being 
over prosperous with us this year, we were desirous of not 
expending more than twelve or thirteen pounds for our three 
weeks’ holiday, including the railway fare for my wife and self 
and the two children. There would be no occasion to take the 
nurse, as she having casually mentioned that she had an invita- 
tion to stay with some friends at Bow I strongly urged her to 
accept it, making one mouth less for us to feed. 

So last Saturday, with a small bag and my bicycle | started, 
and took a week-end ticket to Hunstayon, ‘‘ which the guide- 
books described as a quaint old sleepy sea-side village,’’ with 
**excellent fishing and boating.’’ The journey seemed extra 
long, for 1 was looking forward, like a child, to seeing this 
ideal fishing village. Then imagine my disappointment on 
arriving to find that Hunstayon simply consisted of a few streets 
of absolutely modern red brick houses, built on some fields 
adjacent to the sea. In vain I looked for the quaint old 
straggling High Street, and the fishermen bustling about in 
their oilskins, but there was nothing of the kind. There was 
no harbour, and only a pier made of iron pipes, with advertise- | 
ments all the way down the side. I looked for the quaint old | 
inn, with the red-faced, cheery landlord, but couldn’t find it, so | 





was obliged to stay at the Shoddingham; when, on making my 
entrance, I heard the head waiter (a German) say ‘‘ Cyclist!" 
as he turned away to attend to a ‘‘ gentleman’’ who had just 
arrived, dressed in a frock-coat and a white yachting-cap. 

I was at last received by a lady who emerged from the office, 
and I apologised to her for my rather dusty condition; she 
replied, ‘‘ Oh, never mind; the table d’héte is at seven, and as 
it is not continuous, you had better go in at once.’’ But at the 
risk of sacrificing the soup, I obtained her permission to wash 
first. 

I pined for a chop or cut of cold meat; but no, I had to have 
the table d’héte or nothing. It consisted of brown soup, fish (I 
don’t know what) with brown sauce, and entrée with brown 
sauce, roast beef, and a small sponge cake with brown sauce 
over it. After dinner I adjourned to the smoking-room, and 
chatted with a most charming gentleman who was smoking a 
large cigar, and most courteously offered me one ; I accepted 
on the condition that he would have a whiskey and soda at my 
expense. He accepted with great charm of manner. He wasa 
very good-looking middle-aged man, with a slightly pointed 
beard. As he seemed to know the neighbourhood so extremely 
well, I was prompted to ask him whether he, like myself, had 
come down for the week-end, or whether he lived in the neigh- 
bourhood. He replied, with a smile, ‘In the neighbourhood. 
I live in a park close to here, called ‘ Sandringham.’” 1 
started from my seat at once and took off my hat, thinking for 
the moment it was . But it wasn’t. He laughed at my 
embarrassment, and replied, ‘‘ No, no; I’m only in the Electric 
Department.’’ His conversation was so entertaining that I 
did not notice how many glasses of whiskey and soda I had 
ordered, but in my bill next morning, which to my horror came 
to £1 10s., I was debited with whiskey and sodas, 10s. éd. 
They must have been eighteenpence each, and I have never 
paid more than sixpence. 

Going on to Sherrytounge to-morrow. Will resume notes. 
Most interesting and useful, aren’t they? Yours, 

a STILL ON THE LOOK-OUT. 
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NEW REGULATIONS FOR LORD'S. 
(Hourly expected). 

1. MEMBERS of cricketing county elevens 
will be charged a guinea ahead gate 
money daily. 

2. Umpires will pay a fee of five guineas 
a match of three days. 

3. Balloons passing over the ground will 
be expected to pay a shilling a second 
during the passage. 

4, Residents of houses surrounding the 
ground by paying five guineas per avnumn 
ean avoid the erection of view-impeding 
hoardings, and thus secure a splendid 
view of the matches. 

5. Asmall charge (2/6 per person) will 
be made for the use of the ground during 
the luncheon interval. 

6. Competing county elevens requiring 
the pitch to be rolled will pay five 
shillings a time between the wickets or 
three times for twelve and sixpence. 

7. After rain saw-dust can be secured 
at four shillings an ounce 

8. Should the crease require re-marking, 
pipe-clay can be obtained at ten shillings 
a brush full. 

9. The scoring boards will be erected in 
a tent, and the public will be permitted to 
examine them at a shilling a peep. 

10. Tickets for gentlemen of the press 
will be issued at a guinea a day, and ac- 
commodation will be found for the ticket- 
holders behind the chimneys of the grand 
stand. 








CHARITY IN DISGUISE. 
(Page from the Diary of a fair Organiser.) 

Monday.—*‘ Breakfast Burlesque’’ in aid 
of the Distressed Charwomen. Quite a 
newidea. Start tea and coffee in costume 
at 11 a.m., and carry on until it’s time to 
dress for dinner. 

Tuesday.—*‘ Triviality Tea’’ tothe Mem- 
bers of the Society for Pleasing the 
Charity Paupers. A variation of the 
Breakfast Burlesque. Costume last cen- 
tury. Incroyables. Liqueurs supple- 
mentary to temperance drinks. 

Wednesday.—‘‘ Lunatic Lunch’’ in aid 
of the Summer Holiday for Skate Fasteners. 
Somewhat similar to the last notion. 
Everyone in most eccentric costume con- 
ceivable. Manners—go as you please. 

Thursday.—‘ Display Dinner”? in aid of 
the Starving Sweepers. Evening dress— 
not much of it—with invaluable lace and 
jewels. Starving sweepers admitted to 
the gallery to see the feasting. 

Friday.—‘‘ Saucy Supper ’’ for the benefit 
of the Octogenarian Pew Openers. Un- 
conventional ‘‘ Boy and Girl’’ Meal. 
Boys elderly—girls with considerable ex- 
perience. Great fun—kept up well into 
the next morning. 

Saturday.—Recovering from the Saucy 
Supper. Resting and thinking of some- 
thing novel. For the moment originalities 
Wed up. 
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THE SCORCHING SKETCHER. 
As gaily I glide on 
And go where I like 
I paint, as I ride on 
My wetalsome bike, 
Such matchless ‘‘ impressions,’’ 
In greens, reds and blues ; 
Such graceful concessions 
To ’Pressionist views ! 


Though drawing be painful 
And colours don't please, 
You ’Il find me disdainful 
Of trifles like these! 
I mount up the mountain 
And glide through the glade ; 
And frisk by the fountain, 
And sketch in the shade ! 


* Peinture a |’ whee!.’’ 


My technique, thu::gh thinnish, 
I cannot gainsay, 

The pictures I finisi 
Would fill the R.A.! 

They ’re worth the (ivld Medal— 
Don’t tell me they ain’t— 

I paint and I pedal, 
I pedal and paint! 


I whirl through the parish 
And limn the whole shire ; 
The desolate marish, 
And tramps by the fire: 
The cottager’s humble 
And picturesque porch— 
I scorch and I scumble, 
I scumble and scorch. 








BUTS AT BISLEY. 


(Compiled by an even-minded enthusiast.) 

THE shooting could not be more satis- 
factory but for the customary ‘acci- 
dents.”’ 

Everyone would make a ‘“‘bull’’ but 
for the haze and the shiftiness of the 
wind. 

The catering is in every way excellent, 
but heavy meals scarcely assist in getting 
on the target. 

It is delightful to entertain visitors— 





especially ladies—at the camp, but cham- 
pagne-cup and provisions generally run 
into money. 

It is healthy to sleep under canvas, but 
when the thermometer marks ninety in 
the shade or the rain pours down in 
torrents a bed in an inn is preferable. 

Bisley is a beautiful place, but Woking 
cemetery is a dismal neighbour. 

Distinctly it is nobly patriotic to spend 
a fortnight with the N. R. A., in the 
cause of the Fatherland, but is it quite 
worth the trouble ? 








ON THE WING. 
(A page from a Diary.) 

Monday.—Fancy we ought to go to 
Paris. See the best Exhibition of modern 
days. Everyone full of it. Still, English 
unpopular and board and lodging exceed- 
ingly dear. Think over the matte: 
to-morrow. 

Tuesday.—Ought to get beyond France. 
Run through Switzerland. Over the 
Simplon. See Florence, Rome, Naples, 
and back by Monte Carlo. Shall settle it 
to-morrow. 

Wednesday.—Why not ‘‘ do’’ Scotland— 
the Trossachs, Skye, and Loch Maree, the 
Crinan and Caledonian Canals? Wish | 
could make up my mind. 

Thursday.—Why not America? Might 
visit New York, ’Frisco, and Canada. Do 
the whole thing in a month. Really 
worthy of consideration. 

Friday.—Might look up the Colonies. 
Only to get to the Antipodes. Persuade 
my wife to come—if possible. Should be 
a very pleasant change. 

Saturday.—Had arranged all details 
for self and wife to personally conduct 
ourselves round the world. Suddenly 
wife decided against it. Wife dotes upon 
sea air. So we give up all ambitious 
schemes of foreign travel. Under march- 
ing orders for some quiet English watering 
place. Fancy it will be Southend ! 





HINTS ANENT THE COMING HAT. 


Khaki. Why not the slouch hat worn at 
South Africa? Good many about—why 
not sample it ? 

An Enterprising Inventor. Why not try 
the Anti-Everything Sunshade patented 
by myself ? 

Nelson’s Statue (Trafalgar Square). 
Might do worse with the hat I wore at 
Trafalgar. Why vot use it? 

Wellington’s Statue (Hyde Park Corner). 
Military better than naval. Why not try 
one like mine. 

Palmerston’s Statue (Westminster). Al- 
ways liked the Albert Hat myself. 
Caught on with the police. Why not 
with the soldiers ? 

Blue Coat Boy. 
covering at all? 
Verbum sap. 


Why have a head- 
I do without one. 
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HE girl was 
fooling 
along, neg- 
lecting her 
business, 
and looking 
up absently 


. , ———-_ atthe green 
: boughs over-arching the 


beautiful road, when sud- 
denly the inevitable happened, and with arms wildly waving 
above the metal steed that staggered drunkenly under her, she 
took a smart header into a ditch containing five feet of black 
mud, and a little water, while her bicycle lay comfortably 
down in the road, glad to be rid of her. 

Plop! The black ooze closed round her as she stood symme- 
trically on her head, then was sucked down into a sitting 
posture, whence she floundered up, and tried to climb out by 
the side of the ditch, but the slime that streamed down her 
face, and caked her hair, and fell in rivers from her hat, 
weighted her too heavily, and she slipped back and back, 
apostrophising the senseless and grinning cause of her sorrow, 
a thing without bowels or intelligence, as the most bucking 
brute of a horse never is. 

**And if I do get out, I shall have to walk through the 
village, where everyone knows me, looking like a sweep who 
has been ducked in a horse-pond,”’ she soliloquised, fishing out 
a sodden black handkerchief that lay alongside a sodden purse, 
‘*and when I have been giving myself such airs about learning 
a bike so quickly, too! ’’ 

She tried to arrest the black runnels down her face and 
remove some of the caked filth in her hair, then thrust out a 
lamentable head level with the road in time to hear a man’s 
cheery whistle approaching round the bend of the lane, and she 
clutched the weeds delightedly, for at last help was coming; 
and from a man, too—a woman would have been of no use ! 

The man stopped at sight of the prone bike, then his aston- 
ished glance sought the ground, and fell on the crushed hat 
with the Royal Yacht Squadron ribbon half smudged out, and 
the zebra face below it, and hurrying up, he stretched out 
both hands to pull the girl out, instead of which she all but 
pulled him in, and for a breathless moment it seemed as if the 
greedy ditch would hold two soused persons instead of one. 
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‘*There!’’ he said, as she stood on dry ground with caseades 
of inky fluid pouring from her garments, and, indeed, there 
was not one stitch of anything that was not black upon her; 
then, looking hard at her through her disguise, he almost 
shouted out ‘‘ GWYNNE! ”’ 

‘*Well!’’ said the young woman, coolly, and, indeed, the 
dip had mightily refreshed her, and she felt game for anything, 
even so unexpected a meeting as this. ‘‘ And why shouldn't it 
be GWYNNE? Give me your pocket-handkerchief, it’s bigger 
and drier than mine.’’ He gave it her; then he began to laugh, 
irrepressibly, tried to pull a straight face, and asked anxiously 


| 





if she had hurt herself. Then, as she wiped her muddy eyes, | 


and rubbed the roots of her curly hair, began to laugh again; 
then finally gave up the attempt at gravity, and fairly roared. 

**Yes,’’ said GWYNNE, energetically rubbing at her cheeks. 
‘* wasn’t it awfully clever of me not to swallow any? We little 
thought when we last parted—in the way we did, that 

‘* We should be able to say, We met—'twas in a ditch!” 
concluded Jor, cheerfully. ‘‘And, ’pon my word, ’twas very 
lucky, for it’s rather an unfrequented lane, and you couldn't 
have got out by yourself, you know.”’ 

‘* And, pray, what are you doing here?’’ said GWYNNE, 
turning an extremely pretty, if smeared, countenance on JOF; 
and the girl who could look even decent under the cireunm- 
stances must have possessed claims to distinct originality, 
both of looks and of character. 

‘¢Oh, just having a walk round,’’ he said vaguely; “ but you 
mustn’t stand about in these wet clothes,’’ he added, and took 
her arm authoritatively. ‘‘ There’s a lodge not far off ; I’ve no 
doubt they ’ll act the good Samaritan to you there.”’ 

But GWYNNE drew the black muslin-covered arm (that had 
been white when she started) sharply out of his, and picked 
up her bike as if she meant to use it as a means of escape 
from him there and then. 

‘“* You can’t ride back like that,’’ he urged, keeping his eyes 
averted from her deplorable figure lest he should laugh again. 
‘Let me take youto thelodge.”’ And as she desired nothing so 
much as to hide her disgrace from the village, she swallowed 
her pride, and walked beside him. 





| 
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“It is my favourite ride,” she said; ‘nearly a mile under 


green boughs—I come here every day; and that ’?_she nodded to 





a half-seen great house sitting proudly in seventy-two acres of 
park—‘‘ is just a place one would love to live, and to die in. 
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“You like it?”’ cried Jon quickly, and with a flash of keen 
interest in his eyes. 

“Yes, if I had the money I would buy it—look, it’s for sale,’’ 
she said, pointing to a great board that set forth all the glories 
of an historical house built by INIGO JONES, but without 
mentioning how much more beautifully Nature had done her 
share by the grounds. 

“Jt was sold yesterday,’’ said JoE, in an odd voice. 
at the date—to-day is the 14th.”’ 

“And no doubt some horrid parvenu has bought it,’’ cried 
GWYNNE, indignantly. ‘‘ HowI shall hate him! The very thought 
of him will spoil my ride round his estate. For this lane is his 
—and——’’ . 

“And the ditch,’’ said Joz gravely; ‘‘ and of course he may 
object to you drowning yourself in his ditch, and thus spoiling 
it, for it practically amounts to felo de se when a girl who can’t 
ride a bike gues careering all over the country alone.’’ 

“How dare you!’’ cried GWYNNE, and turned a look of hate 
upon him. ‘‘ You have never seen me ride, so how can you know ?”’ 

“Good riders don’t fall into ditches,’’ said Jokdrily. ‘* A bike 
isa tricky thing—you think you know it, and it kicks you off 
at the first opportunity.’’ He was looking with fresh interest at 
the stately house, that at a bend of the road came suddenly 
nearer; the lodge, too, was well within sight, and desirable as 
a haven of refuge. 

“‘T ride so well,’”’ said GWYNNE witheringly, ‘‘ that I can ride 
with one handle——’’ 

“Just now you appeared to ride without either,’’ said Jog 
wikindly ; then, with a sudden change of tone, ‘‘ poor little girl, 
Ido hope you won’t catch cold, and if you’ll tell me where you 
are staying, I’ll cut off to your maid and bring you some dry 
clothes in a jiffy.’’ 

“TIfI tell you, you’ll promise not to call till I ask you?” 
debated GWYNNE. 

“Honest, GWYNNE. How long have you been here?’’ 

“Oh, ever since I saw you at Hurlingham. The boys are mad 
on boating, you know, and they just rushed me along, before 
the season was half over.’’ 

“And the mater? ”’ 

“In town, of course! What do maters and paters want on the 
| river? Two young people under a red umbrella in a backwater 
are all right, but——’’ 

“Oh!’’ said JoE shortly. ‘‘ Well, I don’t call careering about 
the country alone—and—and the red umbrella without a 
chaperone, at all the thing for Miss EDEN.’’ 

“No?” said thegirl, provokingly. ‘‘ I wonder what you would 
| have said to see me last week, brought home by a man I’d never 
| seen before in my life ? 
| ‘What!’ shouted Jor. 

“You know I never learned a bike in town—father wouldn’t 
let me—that ’s why I was a duffer at first here. Well, I picked it 
up quickly—the rudimentary part—you know, not the graceful, 
how and where to fall off——”’ 

“In a ditch,’’ remarked Jog drily. 

“Now, that is mean,’”’ flashed out GWYNNE; ‘“‘ but what I do 
love, is to ride on level roads after dark, only the lights 
twinkling to guide one—it’s just like flying! And we have a 
perfectly delightful young landlady—such esprit ; about the 
smartest woman I ever knew—can bake and bike, and wash and 
cook, and wave my hair; and is game for anything—and I was 
out with her, and she heard a trap coming behind, and told me 
to go slow—and I did—but there was a rubbish heap at the side, 
and it jerked me clean under the horse’s feet—and a man who 
was passing on his bike, whipped off and snatched me out in the 
nick of time. Cyclists are awfully good to one another when 
they come to grief,’”” concluded GWYNNE earnestly. ‘‘ Why, 
the other day, I dug a postman out; he had his parcels slung on 
his shoulders, and lost his balance, and there he lay, like a 
donkey with his panniers, and his bike on the top of him—of 
Course, he couldn ’t move.” 


** Look 











** But the man who took you home ?’’ cried Jog grimly. 

“Oh, didn’t I tellyou? It was my landlady’s husband, come 
to look for her. He adores her, you know; and they have two 
lovely children. But what are you doing here,’’ she added 
abruptly, ‘‘ wandering about country lanes and neglecting your 
duty to your country ?’’ 

**Didn’t you know?”’ he said. ‘‘ I’ve sold out; my uncle,” 
he paused, ‘‘ wanted me to go in for the life of a country 
gentleman, and by way of beginning ’’—he pulled up, and again 
his eyes sought the INIGO JONES house that seemed to smile 
back at him in its own stately way. 

** You will grow fat, and lazy, and horrid,’’ said GWYNNE, scorn- 
fully. ‘* Too much money is infinitely worse than too little!’’ 

** T’ve tried the too little,’’ said Joz, ‘‘ and I don’t like it. 
I shall probably like the other—for a change. Here we are,”’ 
and he propped up the bike, and held the side gate of the 
lodge open for the dripping girl to pass in. 

‘* Ours is called the White House,’’ she said. ‘‘Send my maid 
—please don’t trouble to come back,’’ and she disappeared 
ungratefully over the flags beneath the veranda before he 
could reply. 

Following her nose she came to a delightful kitchen, where a 
sweet-faced little woman was busy ironing, and in no way 
surprised at the apparition at the door; indeed, the mishap 
seemed a very small one to the experienced person who had 
received four or five badly injured cyclists within those walls, 
and would doubtless receive many more, as GWYNN’S favourite 
ride was close to four cross roads, one of which ied to a race- 
course. It was only when GWYNNE saw her clothes in a black 
heap in the neat bedroom, and found herself viewing various 
misfits that would require abundant safety-pins to secure them 
at all, that she found time to ask herself, why was JOE here ? 
Not to see her evidently, as he did not know her address; was 
it—was it because a certain horrid woman .. . So many 
horrid, unpresentable women came to the river, and with such 
smart men, too—the laxity of the air seemed exactly to suit 
the laxity of their morals . . . Well, if that was so, he 
should not come to the White House . . Then suddenly an 
idea struck her, and she laughed delightedly. Huddling on the 
clothes offered her, and ramming down over her eyes and caked 
hair the weird hat provided, she ran out into the kitchen, and 
said, ‘‘ Give my clothes to my maid when she comes—I will return 
yours, and thank you so much.’’ Then putting some money in 
the woman’s hand, the girl flew to her bike, and had mounted 
it, and was away by the road to the left, just as JOE, bearing u 
large bundle, appeared, running fleetly, at the end of the road 
facing the lodge. 

He just saw the dowdy, flying figure; but it could not be 
GWYNNE, he said to himself rather half-heartedly, for he knew 
her tricks, only to find on reaching the lodge, that it was. 

‘* Little devil,’’ he said to himself under his breath, then 
laughed, for anyway she would have to go back to the White 
House some time; and then he did a rather surprising thing, for 
having put down the bundle, he walked straight up to the 
house, just as if it belonged to him, the woman thought, with 
sudden intuition, and her heart sank, for she loved the family 
that had lived so long in the house that was sold yesterday, 
and could not bear the thought of new faces. 

An incredibly short time later, leaning back on the rose-coloured 
silk cushions that matched her parasol and the carnations at her 
belt, which made the one point of colour in her white toilette, 
feeling moreover that a punt fulfils ones utmost dreams of 
luxury, and gives you more pleasure than any other thing on 
earth does for your money, GWYNNE meditatively remarked to 
the brother who scientifically wielded the pole, ‘‘ You wouldn’t 
think, would you, that half an hour ago I was standing on my 
head in a ditch of black mud?’”’ 

Reaey looked enquiringly at the delightfully airy and cool 
vision before him, and then at her hair, considerably darker 





than usual, and partially hidden by a veil (veils on the river 




















54 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


—~ = 


[Jur 18, 1900, 











are barbarous, and out of the picture), then remarked, brutally, | a dangerous and powerful adversary, and only really h 


‘*T thought I smelt bilge water somewhere. Didn’t I tell you, 


when you were bragging at lunch to-day that you could ride! 


with one handle, that you'd get carved up directly ?’’ 
** But I didn’t—mud washes off—and my bike never turned a 


hair. It sat down in the road when I took to flying.”’ 
‘“*H’m! Who pulled you out ?”’ 
** Jor. He—he happened to be there, you know! ”’ 


** You're not ragging, are you ?’’ enquired REGGY suspiciously. 

**Course not! He left me at the lodge, and went to our place 
to get my clothes—and I just got off by the skin of my teeth 
before he came back—in the old woman's togs, youknow. They 
wouldn’t meet anywhere. I was safety-pinned to death, and 
there was next to no brim to her hat; not a soul in the village 
knew me as I scorched through.’’ 

‘Don’t break your neck with the mater away,’’ grumbled 
ReGGyY ; ‘‘I won't take the rcsp nsibility of afuneral. ’Spose 
you know Joe's come in for a fortune? And one condition was, 
he must buy back Brimber Court—that rattling fine plac®, ina 
big park, built by some swell buffer.’ 

**In I go JoNES!”’ said GWYNNE pertly. ‘‘ The very remark I 
should have made, if I had wit enough, when I headed into Jor’s 
ditch; I suppose it is his ditch? ’’ 

‘*They were talking about it in the billiard-room last night,’’ 
said RecGy, bringing the punt up under their favourite wiliow; 
**said it was bought by some young chap—probably it is Jor’s 
by this time.’”’ 

‘*And never, never, never will I take any more mud out of 
his ditch!’’ cried GWYNNE, sitting erect, and clenching two 
angry little fists. 

‘*What’s the good of having plenty of mud if your friends 
can't rollin it?’’ said Reaey. ‘‘ Help yourself, by all means— 
and use his lodge for cleaning-up purposes, and send him like 
a lackey for your clothes, then sneak off round a corner when 
you see him coming. He’s too good a chap all round for you, 
GWYNNE, and you know it,’’ concluded the boy indignantly, 
as he stuck the pole in the bottom of the river to secure the 
punt, and picked up his coat to hunt for tobacco. 

But GWYNNE was beginning to unpack the tea-basket, and 
spread the contents out on the board before her; and this was 
a task that she loved, and her face grew peaceful as she filled 
the kettle. For to be in a punt, with dancing shadows of green 
leaves patterning her frock, and a cool breeze to ripple around 
her, with the certainty of a good novel to enjoy presently, 
and the hope of tea and sandwiches in the immediate future, 
was her nearest idea of heaven here below. And if sometimes, 
lately, she had sighed, and wished her cushions were shared 
by JozE—well, JOE was not far off now, and perhaps... . 

A watched pot never boils, and while she waited, GWYNNE 
looked away to the sunbeams that filtered in a never-ending 
cascade of light down the reeds on the opposite bank, and, 
as she looked to the landing stage a little way below, there 
came a quaint and striking procession that at first puzzled her, 
and seemed to plunge her into the times of WoLsey and 
ELIZABETH, and, indeed, with WoLsEy’s Palace well within 
sight, it was not easy to forget either of those proud and 
potent rulers of men. 

First there came a boat displaying a flag, bearing the effigy 
of a swan, together with a large ensign, with a gold crown 
and the royal initials in red letters; the rowers wore scarlet 
jerseys and white swan quills in their hats, and a cheer rose 
from the gazers, for this was the Queen’s boat, which always 
took precedence of the others, and close behind came three 
others, also having the swan sign, and manned by men in blue 
jerseys, who wore an air of great responsibility, not to say 
alarming dignity. For these were the swan-uppers, and, 
in the course of their upstream journey, they chased and 
captured every swan on the river, for the bird has to be 
‘upped or marked with a small undulation or ‘“nick’’ 
on the bill. 


It is a painless operation, but an enraged swan is 


| when on shore where, an unwieldy, waddling beast, she se 


the ‘‘ nicker. 
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The Queen’s birds receive a single nick, the 
Vintners’ swans have two, and the Vintners Company three, 
possibly because Mr. VINTNER has so few left. When at last 
the procession of boats had passed, making their Way up river 
to Datchet, Bray, Maidenhead, Marlow, Henley, Goring, and 
Abingdon, the kettle had boiled over, and GWYNNE came back 
to herself with a start, to meet JOE’s eyes as he punted in a 
leisurely way past them, and as he coolly raised his hat, she 
said to herself that he had not wasted much time—and had, 
indeed, been almost as quick as she. On the yellow cushions 
of the punt reclined a faded, once levely, woman, who looked 
keenly at GWYNNE—for each knew the other well enough by 
sight, and breathlessly GWYNNE asked herself how dared Joz— 
how dared he? 

Plop! splashed the water into the teapot, and Gwynne 
thought of that other and much larger splash she had made an 
hour earlier in JOE’s ditch, and out of which she had been ig- 
nominiously pulled by JOE’s unworthy hand. 

‘*Poor chap!’’ said Recey. ‘It’s rough on him to have a 
sister like that ; and as Lady MACLAREN, they say she was the 
prettiest woman in London.”’ 

‘*His sister ?’’ exclaimed GWYNNE, grown suddenly white as 
she remembered the insults she had heaped upon Jog at their 
last meeting, when he had tried to explain (only she would not 
hear him) how he had come to be driving about town with a 
woman ‘ of a certain class,’’ as with unmaidenly frankness she 
had told him. And it was on account of his—sister—that there 
had come the rupture of their engagement! 

**Didn ’t you know ?’’ began REGGY, who was fishing, but at 
that moment got a bite, and stopped talking; and GWYNNE 
stopped making sardine sandwiches, and looked at the golden 
ray of sunshine dancing on the reeds by the river, and its 
gladness stole into her very soul, and smoothed out all the pain 
that had been in it for the last four weeks. 

‘*Sir Perer gave her everything, they say,’’ went on the boy 
rather shyly. ‘‘ Position, money; everything but love. He 
wasn’t unkind to her, only severely let her alone. And 
another man cut in, and Sir Perer divorced her—and she and 
the other man married and—parted. They mostly do, and Jon’s 
the only one who has stood by her. Sandwiches? Rather. 
That tea looks beastly—and there’s no sugar in it,’’ he grumbled, 
then forgot everything as he got another bite, and played his 
fish. 


to lose her courage with her elegance, and falls an easy pre 
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GWYNNE had wrapped a lace scarf about her head, and stolen 
round after dark to her favourite ride, and as she stood peering 
down into the black water whence Jor had pulled her that 
afternoon, she sighed, for she had been such a beast, and he 
such a dear. 

Suddenly a man loomed up out of the gloom, and brought 
her heart to her mouth, and as she turned to fly, his strong 
arms went tightly round her. : 

‘Darling,’ said Jor’s voice in her ear, ‘it’s our ditch, 
won’t you share it with me? You know now about poor 
ALICE. . . .”’ and GWYNNE stretched up her arms of her own 
free will, and clasped them about his neck, and her soft little 
mouth did not shun his. 

‘*] might have known it was your lodge,”’ she said quaver- 
ingly, ‘‘when they were so kind to me in it... - hs _ But 
though the night was dark, and many lights were shining 
beyond them in Brimber Court, neither could see them for the 
love-light in each other’s eyes. 
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